NINE

IN the half-light of the staircase Malinier passed a tall
emaciated silhouette which, from the stiff collar and white
moustaches, he recognized as that of M. Coutelier,

c Good morning/ he said genially. * You can't place me.
We met one evening at Madame Grandmaison's. I am that
unworthy Frenchman whose head you bit off, you remember.
Yes, I looked pretty silly that time/

The recollection provoked Malinier to a burst of laughter,
and he added as he tapped the ex-School Inspector on the
shoulder : c But the lesson did me good: as you see/

Now M. Coutelier saw nothing. He was short-sighted,
and the staircase was very dark. However, he remembered
Malinier and was gkd to know that he had reverted to a
saner view of human and political realities.

* A little good faith and reflection always leads one to the
truth/ said he.   c You are no doubt calling on Madame
Grandmaison ?'

' I am going to say good-bye to her. She doesn't know
I'm coming, but I thought she would be at home at the
beginning of the afternoon/

* I don't think she has gone out. As a matter of fact I have
a message for her. I will go with you to the door/

Malinier stood aside to let the School Inspector pass.
Attracted by the possible chance of propagating the good
cause, the old man had no notion of stopping at the door
and listening to a profession of faith. Chou welcomed the
visitors and ushered them into the chromium boudoir where